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No fairer face than thine shall take
The sunset's golden veil''
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Believing that Tourists, Sportsmen, and Anglers

are interested more in brief facts than in elaborate description
of localities, this brochure tells them

in as few words as possible the attractions of
ELLSWORTH and the Beautiful GREEN LAKE .

Residence
of

Hon. Eugene Hale.
“THE PINES.”

Ellsworth, Maine.
ELLSWORTH, with its beautiful surroundings, picturesque landscapes, and its variety of inland, lake, river, bay, and sea views,
the natural beauty and grandeur of its mountain scenery, its
beautiful elm-shaded drives, neat residences, pure air and water, is
one of the most charming places in Maine, with its rich heritage
of scenic beauty, Indian legends, and tales of warfare. We agree with the writer
who says: “ Italy may rejoice in skies as blue, Britain in fields as fair, Germany
in castles and palaces of greater antiquity, Switzerland in mountains and glaciers
of wider renown, California in balmier breezes, and the Western Territories in crags and
precipices more picturesque; but nowhere can there be found a richer diversity of landscape
or a more delightsome succession of panoramic surprises than in Maine.” And no country
can boast finer game regions than the wooded heights, nor better angling than there is in the
broad lakes, the silvery streams and creeks, and shimmering lakelets. A distinguished Professor
says: “This region possesses a greater number of sheets of laughing water than all the country
beside. They give variety to the landscape; they soften the air and lend all their thousand
charms to make this a goodly land to live in.” The city is nestled beside the beautiful winding
Union River, in full view of the emerald hills and mountain ranges which are grand and lovely
to behold; and although we cannot say with Byron, “Truly there is no scene on earth that equals this,” yet a
feeling akin to it arises as we view the lovely fertile valley and its amphitheatre-like situation, with the beautiful
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ranges of hills and mountains, interspersed with dashing and sparkling mountain streams and broad river. Here
at this “Nature’s Paradise” the health and pleasure seeker alike can partake of its comforts and beauties, and
“We know of no better recreation for the weary and overworked, no purer educational force for the serious
and thoughtful, no physical effort that pays such lavish generosity as a summer trip among these beautiful
mountains, hills, valleys, lakes, and streams. The mind here expands to their breadth and grows up to their
exaltation.” The views in any direction are gorgeous and beautiful in the extreme. Following the delightful
drives or the cool, romantic paths that lead to the deep shade of the forest, you come to winding trout-laden
brooks and streams, cool and sparkling, and scenery of interest to the artist and lover of nature’s wilds. Here
beside the lakes and grassy nooks that gem the hillsides are glens, the haunts of song birds, redolent with the
fragrance of wild flowers, veritable thickets of roses. Surely the invalid and jaded pilgrims from the stifled
cities can find no pleasanter place than this, where the pure water and mountain air, mingled with the balsam,
fir, and pine, will give them a new lease of life. The disciples of “ Nimrod, the hunter,” can find here deer
without number, woodcock and ruffled grouse innumerable, and on the marshes the finest duck and snipe
shooting in Maine, while the enthusiasts of the rod can find in the cool, sparkling brooks and lakes in the
vicinity speckled beauties without number.
Ellsworth is a progressive city, has a fine system of water works, electric lights, handsome public buildings,
fine business blocks, elegant private residences, and its church edifices will compare favorably with any city in
the State. Its newspaper, The Ellsworth American, is ably edited, and takes a front rank among leading journals.
The city can boast of being the home of many eminent public men who have honored the State and nation.
Among the earlier ones, in fact the pioneers when the city was but a plantation in 1763, were Melatiah Jordan,
Benjamin Joy, Colonel Jones, George Lord, Nathaniel and Major John Jellerson. Colonel Melatiah Jordan was
the first collector of customs of Frenchman’s Bay, appointed in 1789, and held the office till his death in 1818.
He was the grandfather of Hon. John A. Peters. George Brimmer, Esq., flourished here in 1790 as agent for
the Jarvis land property. He was grandfather of the Hopkins brothers now living in Ellsworth. The Hopkins
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family, prominent in early days as well as now, were descendants from Bishop Hopkins, a High Church dignitary
of Londonderry. After them came Hon. Leonard Jarvis, long a member of Congress; Colonel John Black, agent
of the Bingham Proprietors; Andrew Peters, Esq., Hon. Thomas Robinson, Colonel Theodore Jones, George N.
Black, Esq., Samuel Dutton, Esq., Hon. Arno Wiswell, long a leading lawyer and Democratic leader. But space
forbids us continuing the list of honored names. Of the men of to-day whom Ellsworth can claim, we can give
but a few. Most prominent is Hon. John A. Peters, LL.D., Chief Justice of Maine. He is a graduate of Yale,
went to Bangor in 1844, was leader of the Penobscot Bar for years, served in the Legislature three years, member
of Congress six years, appointed Associate Justice of the Supreme Court in 1873 and Chief Justice in 1883, which
position he now holds. The resident citizens we can make but brief mention of. Among those who have an active and
honorable record are the brothers Hopkins (J. D., J. H., A. M., and E. K.), Judge Dutton, and many others.
In this brochure we show the fine residences and give a brief sketch of Ellsworth’s prominent men of to-day.
Hon. Eugene Hale, Maine’s honored Senator, has been a resident of Ellsworth for more than thirty years,
and his open hospitality is known far and wide. His public record is too well known to need mention here.
" The Pines,” shown on page 4, is his home. It is an elegant baronial mansion. Its situation commands one
of the most beautiful views in the State. The grounds, covering hundreds of acres, are laid out in an artistic
manner, and it is, in the opinion of the writer, the finest private residence in Maine.
The modern tree-embowered villa, “ Firlands,’’ on page 6, is the home of Hon. Lucilius A. Emery, now
Associate Justice of the Supreme Judicial Court of Maine. Mr. E. has been solicitor of Ellsworth, County
Attorney of Hancock County, member of the State Senate several years, Attorney-General of Maine, was elected
Professor of Medical Jurisprudence in the Medical School of Maine in 1889. Prior to going on the bench in
1883 he was for fifteen years law partner of Senator Hale.
Hon. F. B. Aiken was elected Mayor of Ellsworth in 1888 and re-elected in 1889, previous to which he was
a member of the city council several years, and held many offices of honor and trust. He is one of Ellsworth’s
successful merchants. The cut on page 8 shows his home with its pretty lawns and surroundings.
A
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Judge A. P. Wiswell.

On page 12 is the home-like mansion of E. H. Greeley, Esq., the well-known real estate dealer at Bar Harbor
and around Frenchman’s Bay, where he now holds eligible sites. Mr. G. is also an admirer of fine horses, and
always has some good ones which he is pleased to show his friends.
Judge A. P. Wiswell is the son of Hon. Arno Wiswell, a former prominent lawyer of Ellsworth. Hon. A. P.
Wiswell was Judge of the Municipal Court for several years, and has represented his city in the Legislature.
He resigned the position of Judge to accept that of National Bank Examiner under President Garfield, which
position he held till the change of administration. Mr. W. is one of the ablest lawyers in Hancock County. The
cut on page 10 shows his beautiful home.
Col. C. C. Burrill is one of the prominent citizens. He was the founder of the Burrill National Bank of
Ellsworth and the First National Bank of Bar Harbor, and has been president of both institutions ever since
their organization. He also was the founder of the Hancock County Savings Bank, and has held the office of
Treasurer since it was organized. He has been an active member of the city government, has served as member
of the Legislature in the House one term, in the Senate two terms, and on Governor Robie’s staff. He is
largely engaged in real estate transactions. His attractive home is shown on page 14.
The elegant mansion on page 16 is the former home of Colonel John Black, which was built about 1824, and
at that time was the finest private residence in Maine. Colonel Black came to Ellsworth about 1810 as manager
of the Bingham Purchase, which office he held until 1850, when he resigned and his son, George N., was
appointed to fill the place. Colonel Black was a gentleman of fine personal appearance and sterling integrity.
In his leisure moments he indulged in painting, being quite an artist, and several fine paintings he executed
adorn the walls of the mansion to-day. He was for many years a leading lumberman and ship-builder. He
died in 1856.
George N. Black was prominent as manager of the Bingham Estate, and was one of the foremost business
men of his day, amassing a large fortune. He lived in the old mansion until he died about 1880. After his
death it was occupied by his son, George N. Black, Jr., Esq., until he moved to Boston, but he keeps the old
II
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mansion the same as it was in the days of his grandfather and father, and with its commanding situation, the
elegance of the grounds, grand old trees and hedges, it is the most picturesque spot in town.
The drives in the vicinity of Ellsworth are delightful. The Bucksport Road is much frequented by the
pleasure-loving people who enjoy the ride through the cool, green aisles of the forest, past the West Ellsworth
hills, which afford beautiful mountain and lake views. It is eighteen miles to Bucksport, through a fine game
region, many deer being killed yearly in this vicinity. Parties wishing to take an extended drive can branch from
the Bucksport Road at West Ellsworth, taking the Dedham Road, through a fine picturesque country around Branch
Pond, returning to Ellsworth via old Bangor Road, a drive of about twenty-five miles, one of the prettiest in Maine.
Another is the Lamoine Road. Leaving the city by the elm-shaded Mt. Desert Street, for two miles you ride
through pretty rural scenery. Here branch to road leading to the prosperous town of Lamoine. (It is three miles
from the city to the head of Jordan's River, an arm of the sea.) From here it is four miles to head of Lamoine
Bay. This bay is from one to three miles wide and divides Lamoine from Mt. Desert, and affords as picturesque
mountain, island, and sea views as the coast of Maine affords. From the head of the bay to East Lamoine it is
three miles to Lamoine Point, a coming summer resort. There is a café there now that would do credit to any city.
There is a steam ferry across from here to Mt. Desert Island, making a drive in all from Ellsworth to Bar Harbor of
only fifteen miles. The first part of the drive gives a charming diversified landscape, the last a view of Frenchman’s
Bay, the most beautiful sheet of water on the Atlantic coast. On the western shore tower the lofty peaks of Mount
Desert, to the north and east lie the wooded shores of Lamoine, Hancock, Sullivan, and Gouldsboro, while the
entrance is guarded by a chain of rock-bound, foliage-covered islands—a natural breakwater opposed to the advance
of the mighty ocean. Dotted along the shores of this bay are numerous budding summer resorts, all off-shoots from
the parent stem—Bar Harbor. As she flourishes, so will they flourish ; and their prosperity is a sure token of the
growing popularity of this region and a prestage of its glory.
In sailing on Frenchman’s Bay, numerous spots of picturesque beauty present themselves. The first point which
awakens the interest of the spectator is the beautiful peninsula formerly known as Waukeag Point. Off this point
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lies a chain of beautiful islands, not too high to obscure the view of the mainland, but forming a lovely harbor, or
rather strait, running along the entire water front of the peninsula. As you approach the shore, occasional glimpses
of a pretty sand beach with a wooded shore sloping upwards appear between these islands, until at last, through an
opening between Dram and Preble Islands, is seen a lovely stretch of shore, dotted with picturesque cottages, with a
magnificent wharf jutting out into the harbor, and every sign of a prosperous summer resort. Behind, the land rises
in gentle slopes crowned with oak and fir, and in the distance is the lofty peak of Schoodic Mountain. This is
Sorrento; for the Indian name has been changed to the Italian. The beautiful Bay of Naples has its rival
in this bay of the Pine Tree State; and Sorrento, in Italy, is famed for the salubrity of its climate; hence
the name.
Nature has done much for Sorrento, but without the helping hands of enterprise and capital it would
still be the same wildly beautiful but desolate spot that it was a few years ago. Waukeag would have been
Waukeag still—the home of a few scattered cottagers who made their living, from hand to mouth, by farming
a little and fishing a little.
The Lamoine drive is one of the most magnificent in the vicinity. Parties can view all the improvements of
the noted watering places, see the fine villas, and return to the quiet of charming Ellsworth in a few hours.
The Surry Road, which runs along the winding Union River, is a favorite drive of pleasure seekers. To
Surry is six miles; to Newbury Neck, South Surry, ten miles; and to Bluehill fourteen. This road com
mences on Bridge Hill and runs past the Black estate with its extensive grounds and elegant old mansion.
From here for miles there is a fine view of Union River, and residences on its eastern slope.
Two miles
from town we come in view of Union River Bay, with its picturesque islands, and in the distance Mt. Desert
Mountains.
One mile from here, or three from town, is Weymouth’s Point, a celebrated place for fishing,
clam bakes, picnics, yachting, and boating. The Trenton Road is a pretty shady drive which skirts the shore
eight miles to the toll bridge, which connects the main land with Mt. Desert Island. Hancock Point Road,
a pretty drive, taking eastern road it is six miles past several arms of the sea to a point where the road
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turns direct to Hancock Point, and runs six miles to the point, a beautiful drive. The extent of country
between all these roads is a veritable wilderness full of deer, woodcock, and grouse.
A drive much taken by sportsmen is to Waltham, twelve miles through the primeval forest, over a good
turnpike, and in a fine game region. A branch of this road crosses Union River four miles above Ellsworth,
and extends along the river to the prosperous towns of Mariaville and Otis.
The Bay Side Road is one that shows many points of interest. It is two miles to the mouth of Union
River, and five miles to Lord's Point, where are many summer cottages of Ellsworth people. Here is a fine
beach for bathing. From Lord's Point it is two miles through a beautiful country to Shady Nook. Here quite
a colony of Ellsworth people have cottages. The growth is fir, spruce, and birch. From the cottages there are
elegant inland and marine views. From here to Oak Point, on the bay, it is three miles. This is a lovely spot.
This closes a brief description of part of the drives in the immediate vicinity of the city. But one must
see them to appreciate them in all their beauty, for they open up some of the most lovely scenery imaginable,
and lead to cosy nooks for fishing and clam bakes, and rest for the weary mortal. From the river, bay,
or coast line the view of Frenchman’s Bay and Mount Desert Island is magnificent and unsurpassed, while
the interior abounds in beautiful lakes and ponds with excellent facilities for fishing and boating. The woods
also are full of game, and the hunter can find plenty of recreation there.
We have confined ourselves thus
far to a brief description of the city as a summer home andplace for
the busy citizens to live and enjoy its beauties and comforts.
We now will show its attractions for the
enthusiasts of the rod and gun, which are superior to many localities and equalto any in Maine.
It has ample hotel accommodation for all who come, and elegant public and private turnouts. Parties
can obtain at the hotels any kind of an equipage they wish, from a single team to a coach and four for the
beautiful drives in the vicinity, which we give a partial description of in these pages; also outfits, teams, and
guides for the celebrated hunting and fishing grounds. The Maine Central Railroad, with its fine road-bed,
steel rails, elegant appointments and service, furnishes elegant coaches four times a day to and from Boston and
New York, also Bar Harbor.
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Green Lake
(FORMERLY KNOWN AS

REED’S

POND.)

HE Lake George of eastern Maine is situated only six miles from the city.

The drive to the lake is

U delightful. When we come in sight of the charming lake a panorama of rare beauty greets the vision.
Here, nestled between high hills, set like a gem in its beautiful emerald colorings, is a lovely sheet
of water eight miles long and three miles wide, noted for its translucent waters, its picturesque
islands, and pretty beaches. Its clear waters are teeming with land-locked salmon and bass. The
forests rounding over the mountains and hills in undulating billows of green, grow down to the
water’s edge, and in many places, gracefully bending, kiss the very bosom of the tranquil lake
which laves their roots. Here, only one-half hour from the city of Ellsworth, is scenery of
wood, mountain, lake, and stream unsurpassed in New England, and at this short distance
from town you have a true poetical conception of the wilderness in all its wild beauty,
unpolluted by the march of modern progress. The virgin forest is full of deer and
small game, and as you view the lake for the first time the following lines will
express the situation :
“O beautiful bills across the lake,
How beautiful ye are in change
Asleep in moonlight or awake
Of sultry haze and storm-light strange,
To catch the color of the sky
How dream-like rest ye on the bar
That sifts through every cloud swept by, That parts the billow from the star!”

On a point called Scott’s Neck, two miles across, via the petite
steamer “Boss Hale,” is Camp Comfort, situated in a spot of scenic
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beauty; in fact, “Adam in Paradise never saw a more beautiful spot to weave a cabin.” Here is fine accom
modations for a party of twenty, and any one who has partaken of its hospitality agrees that it is rightly named.
Dr. Haines has been interested here for several years. He first purchased the twenty acres of land on Scott’s
Neck, which is a beautiful spot. He rapidly extended his purchases until now, in connection with Senator Hale,
he owns more than 7,000 acres bordering on, or adjacent to, the shores of this lake.
Scott’s Neck, which is a beautiful peninsula of several acres, has something of a history. For many years
it was the home of one W. S. Scott, a mysterious character of Revolutionary fame, who built him a log house
there and lived by cultivating a piece of land and by hunting and fishing. This Scott, according to the
historian, John L. Moor, Esq., came to America in 1775 as the private secretary of General Howe. A native
of Scotland, liberally educated, and a surgeon by profession, he served as a surgeon in the British army, where
in the Revolutionary war, together with a thousand British troops, he was taken prisoner at the battle of Trenton,
but he was soon after paroled. When the war closed he decided to remain in this country, and after traveling
for some time in various parts of New England, he finally came to Ellsworth, with one Samuel Dexter. For
considerable length of time he served as doctor, lawyer, and pedagogue to the people of the town, often refusing
all compensation and never taking more than the most meagre pay for his services. He was very reticent as to
his former life, which was regarded by the citizens as a great mystery. Finally he settled at Scott’s Neck, as we
have said, and continued to reside there a hermit until the infirmities of age obliged him to abandon his hermitage.
Green Lake has what are called the upper and lower lake, connected by “the narrows.” Altogether it is
about eight miles long and will average from one to three miles in width. It has several islands, among which
may be named Moose Island, Black Island, the Old Man, and the Old Woman. The water is bold and easy of
navigation, in some places reaching a depth of two hundred feet. The scenery around the shores of the lake
and all the environments as far as you can see are very fine and attractive.
Camp Comfort, which was built by Dr. W. M. Haines, one of Ellsworth’s enterprising citizens, is a capacious
log cabin fitted up with every convenience for “comfort,” and any one who wishes for rest will find it here, and
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will agree with Winthrop, who says: " I have slept on the various beds of the world—in a hammock, in a pew
on German feathers, on a bear-skin, on a mat, on a hide ; all, all give but a feeble, restless, unrecreating slumber,
compared to the spruce or hemlock bed in a forest of Maine. This is fragrant, springy, soft, well-fitting, better
than any Sybarite’s couch of uncrumpled rose leaves. . . . Rheumatism never, after nights on such a bed;
agues, never; vigor, ardor, fervor, always.”
Dr. R. C. M. Page, Professor of Diseases of the Chest, of the New York Polyclinic, says: "Among the
causes of consumption are over-work, mental anxiety, insufficient nourishment, and in general anything calculated
to produce lowered vitality. The climatic treatment is our one chief hope. If change of air will not cure the
consumptives, doctors can do little. I have made a special study of this portion of the subject and consider
it of utmost importance. Do not send the patient to Florida, where dampness and fog are pretty sure to do
serious harm. Choose, rather, dry altitudes in a pine wood region.” This you find at Camp Comfort, which,
as before stated, is fitted up with all home comforts. Crescent Beach, right at the door, affords an excellent
place for bathing in the lake’s translucent waters. An elegant little steamer, yachts, boats, and guides are
always at the disposal of guests.
In addition to the beauties of this charming resort for the pleasure seeker, invalid, and jaded pilgrim, we
propose to show its superior attractions for the hunter and angler, for it has been a famous hunting ground for
more than one hundred years, and right on the spot now occupied by Camp Comfort, tradition says, was in
ye olden time the home of the red man, and here amid its seclusion and beauties he hunted the wild game,
" and wooed and won his dusky mate.” Then it was that the Manitou, or great spirit, told his Indian people:
“I have given you lands to hunt in,
I have given you streams to fish in,
I have given you brant and beaver,
Filled the marshes full of wild fowl,
Filled the rivers full of fishes,
Why then are you not contented?
Why then do you hunt each other?”

22

Just back of Camp Comfort is a mound, supposed to be “ The Happy Hunting-Ground ” of these sons of
the forest. The Indian tradition says the lake was known in their parlance as Mar-las-sic—“good place for
moose and deer.” Mollie Molasses, an old Indian woman who died several years since, said she was born in
a birch canoe while crossing the lake.
This pretty sheet of water abounds with a great variety of fish, land-locked salmon, trout, and bass,
while the tributary brooks are full of speckled beauties.
The principal brooks are Great Brook, which
empties in on the northern shore of the lake, two miles from Camp Comfort, Boggy Brook, another large
stream on the western shore of the lake, one mile from Camp Comfort.
Mann’s Brook is at the head of the lake and several other streams within a radius of two miles of the
camp.
The weir and hatching works, the latter with a capacity for hatching five hundred thousand land
locked salmon, is now being built, and it is the intention of the proprietors to hatch and put into this lake all
that are produced at this place. With its pure water and pebbly brooks, it must be the Anglers’ Paradise
in a very short time, and the hunters also, for to the north and east for hundreds of miles is the forest
primeval full of deer, bears, large and small game.
The outlet of Green Lake is Reed’s Brook. It isonly two miles from Camp Comfort across the lake
and from the lake to Union River it is one-half mile. At this point are the celebrated marshes so noted
for black duck,
wood-duck and snipe.
These marshesare two miles wide, and they
extend up the river
more than twenty miles. There is excellent boating the entire distance, and as it runs through the wilderness
it is one of the
greatest game preserves in Eastern Maine, for it is the home of thedeer, and other large
game, which are so plenty that it is a common sight to see them grazing on the meadows, and sportsmen
are always sure of securing all they wish. So plenty are the ducks here that flocks of hundreds are fre
quently seen. Why they come here in such large numbers is because it is a stopping place or feeding grounds
of the migratory ducks, beside the vast numbers that breed in the vicinity. The writer who has been on
the famed duck marshes in New Brunswick and Canada, and to the celebrated duck and goose shooting at
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Miscoe Island, awards the palm to the Union River marshes. The duck grass, they love so well, grows
here in profusion. In the fall the wild geese stop for weeks to feed, and could be killed in large numbers,
and sportsmen should remember this unrivaled region is only a few minutes’ sail across the lake from Camp
Comfort, and twenty minutes’ walk brings you to the marshes.
In the fall the water is low and snipe
pitch in here in large numbers, and as it is firm footing and good surface for working dogs it is rare sport.
Any well trained dog can be used to advantage on the borders of the marshes, and the high ground
adjoining where woodcock and partridge abound.
Another attractive place for the disciples of Nimrod and Isaak Walton is Branch Pond, four miles north
west from Ellsworth, on a good turnpike.
This pond is eight miles long and two miles wide, and is
stocked with bass and pickerel. Running into the pond are many fine trout streams where trout can be caught
by the hundreds.
Four miles from town, on the Bucksport Road, are the Patten Ponds, the lower two
miles long by one mile wide, and a stream one-half mile long connects this with the upper pond, one mile
long. Here and in tributary brooks is good trout fishing at any season. Guides and boats can always be
obtained here.
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